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CHAPTER VIIL
October 25th.

Colonel and' Mrs. Crompton. frem
Washington, are stopping at the Savoy.
Last year, when Horace had the S ten-

dons' case In the Supreme Court, and
was In Washington bo often, several
times I went with him and Mrs. Cromp-

ton entertained us at dinner, both at
her home and at the Wlllard. This Is

the first opportunity we have had to
return their hospitality, and now I
must have them here at least once.
But oh. how I dread It! I shrink so
from the thought of trying to entertain
now to give a dinner to make a pre-

tense atxgalety when my heart is break-
ing! But If it must be done I am anx-

ious to have it over, so I have Invited
them for Tuesday. I feel that it might
be easier to have some one else, so I
have asked Mr. and Mrs. Duffleld.

I talked with Horace about it this
morning, and he has promised to come
home early Tuesday and help receive
them. I am going to engage a caterer
to prepare and serve the dinner. I
haven't the heart to look after It my-

self, and Mary could not do it alone.
Oh, how difficult everything seems now

how everything weighs upon me. Al-

ways before I have taken such keen
pleasure In planning and arranging a
dinner at home. But now what does
my home mean to me now?

October J7th.
Horace misunderstood me; he thought

the dinner was for Thursday, not Tues-
day. When I asked him this morning
to be sure not to forget to come home
early, so that he would have time to

. dress, before they came, he looked ' up
startled. "Why, it Isn't tonight? You
said Thursday." As I had not even
considered Thursday, I don't see how
he could have made the mistake. He
seemed much Worried, said he was not
sure that he could come early this even-
ing. I almost cried in my anxiety. I
said that he must that I couldn't re-

ceive those people alone. All I could
make him say was: "I will try to come.
I misunderstood the day, and I have
made other arrangements, but I will
come If I can."

"But If you can't come early, you will
at least come in time for dinner?" I
persisted, excitedly.

"I will If I can, Mary; I told you
that." ,

It took all my self-contr- ol to keep
from crying out from demanding why
he could not come from letting go all
the accusations and denunciations I
have held back for so long.

When he had gone I threw myself
on the couch, weak and trembling with
the effort of But I knew
I must not giveaway I must keep up
for tonight. It is- too late te stop the
dinner now, and before those guests J,

must be smiling and d.

They .must not know they must not
see. ... If .he does not come I must
be prepared to make excuses easy,
graceful excuses!

Midnight.
The dinner is over and he did not

come. He has not come yet. At 8

just as we were going into the dining-roo-

he telephoned. Said he was very
sorry, but that it would be' Impossible
for him to get here. And then he said
good-b- y and rang off, before I had time
to ask any questions or make any pro-
test. I do not even know where he was
when he telephoned. After that I went
through the dinner as best I could, but
I feel that it was a failure a pitiful
failure. In spite of my attempted
gaiety and ray carefully careless ex-
cuses for Horace.-- I know they felt
something was wrong. There was a
forced, constrained atmosphere through
the whole evening. And what hurt me
most was their attempts to help their
pretense that they did not see. I pre-
sume I ought to be grateful, but It is
hard to be pitied. Tbey left early; for
that I was grateful.

I am writing this hoping It will calm
me that the mere effort of writing will
take away some of this feverish bit-
terness. For I am afraid afraid that
when he comes I shall lose all my self-contr-

and that at last I shall speak
cry out all that I have been silent about
for so long. For I know that he Is
with her nothing else would have kept
him away. It is for her that he let
me go through this alone.

November 1st.
I have spoken. Am I glad or sorry?

Has It made things better or worse? I
don't know. I don't know. I still feel
dazed.

It all happened that night Tuesday
night. I haven't written since I
couldn't. It was - half -- past one when
he came home. I heard him go straight
to his. room. My door was open, the
light shining out In the hall, and yet he

' made no efTort to come In. to make any
explanation. He went direct to his
room. If he had only come to my door
and made even a pretext at an excuse, I
think I would not have spoken. But
Ms quiet ignoring of It all maddened
me beyond endurance. The strain of
the dinner, the long, feverish wait for
htm It bad all gone to make me des-
perate. And now. with a feeling of
utter recklessness a recklessness such
as I have never known before I went
to his room and knocked. The door
opened: he stood there inquiringly.

"Why did you not come?"
"It was impossible." His eyes were

coldly quiet. . .

"Why?"
"I told you, Mary that it was Impos-

sible."
"Why?" My lips and throat were dry.
"Listen. Mary: I am sorry you had to

entertain at this dinner alone. I regret
It very much. I told you that over the
phone. I would have come if I Could,
but I could not. Now, I think you had
better let the matter rest there."

"Whera were you?'
He did not answer.
"Where were you? Tou must tell ma

where you were tonight!"
Still n answer.
"Do you mean that you won't answer

me that yon won't even tell me where
you have been?" I was frightened. I
knew I should stop that I was going
too far that I would only suffer more
for this. But I knew, too, that I could
rot stop now I knew I would go on
and on. . . .

"Then you refuse to tell me where
you have been?"

"I must refuse, Mary, to be catechised
In this way. Will you let me say good- -

v

night now?" He came toward the door
thmisrh to close it. That movement

broke the last of my self-contr-

'Then I will tell you where you have
von Tou were with another woman
the woman for whom you have neg
lected me for over a year! And you
thought I didn't know didn't know you
were In the toils of some woman a

"bad. shameless woman a common
"Mary!" He to"ok a step toward me,

his hands clenched,, his face ghastly
pale.

"Oh, I know you could kill me for
a vino- - that. I only wish you would!

Don't you think I would welcome death
lnstead'of this life I have been living
for months? But It shall not go on.
Tou will promise me now that you will
never see her again, or I will end it all
tonight! Will you promise me that
will you? Will you promise never to
see that . . "

There was something in his face
something that . . .

"Then go to her live with her
marry her If you will! I will never
trouble you again!"

A great red wave seemed before my
eyes as I rushed down the hall into the
bathroom and locked the door. The
bottles the bottles on the medicine-shel- f!

Glycerine, toilet water, bay rum
in a frenzied glance my eyes swept

the labels. Was there nothing noth-
ing that would give oblivion that
would end it all forever?

The door was being fiercely shaken.
"Open this door, Mary!" his voice came
hoarsely from the outside. "Open it, or
I will break it down!"

I must find something quick quick
before he wrenched the door from Its
hinges. I knocked some bottles from
the shelf as I frantically thrust them
aside to get to those behind. Cam-
phor, witch-haze- l, glycerine oh, was
there nothing nothing? Then back of
them all shone the label "Laudanum
Poison!"

And then my trembling fingers
broke the cork. Half of it remained
tight in the neck of the bottle. He was
throwing his 'whole weight upon the
door now in a moment It would came
down. I tore the scarfpln from my
dress it bent In the cork. Then I
caught up a toothbrush and thrust the
handle against the cork it yielded. An-

other thrust pushed U down in the
bottle!

I raised it to my lips. ... A deaf-
ening crash. Glass fell shattering all
around me. I stood paralyzed. Through
the empty door frame, from which he
had shivered the heavy ground glass,
Horace's white face and dark, gleaming
eyes were fixed upon me. Another sec-

ond and he had reached through a
blood-staine- d hand, unlocked the door,
threw It open, jerked the bottle from
me and hurled It to the floor. I heard It
break and ame'led the pungent odor of
laudanum.

Then he half led, half carried me. to
tha much in my room. The blood from
his cut hand had dripped down the front
of my dress, and there was a large red
stain on the lace of my sleeve. I gazed at
It dully. At the moment I think I was
incapable of any feeling. I heard him
go back Into the bathroom. He returned
with a towel wrapped around his hand.
Neither of us had spoken. I was trem
bling, quivering all over. Not crying I
could not cry. He sat down beside the
couch and laid his hand on my shoulder,
as though to quiet me.

I closed my eyes, and slowly there stole
nvAi mA a. atranra sense of Quiet of Deace.
like the calm of some strong narcotic. I
know now the sensation Helen Chandler
spoke of the exhaustion that sometimes

1
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comes after a fierce passion has wrecked
Itself.

I don"t know how long he stayed beside
me, or how long It was before I slept.

When I awoke It was dawn. A blanket
had been laid over me. and I was alone.
From under his door shone a strip of
bright light he was still awake.

No reference that night has been
made between us since. Only a bandaged

hand and' a bloodstained dress, carefully
hid away, bear testimony to that night.

The next morning I forced myself to go
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MISS ALMYRA SESSIONS. y

WASHINGTON. D. C, Aug. 20. (Special.) Miss Almyra Sessions
has joined the Aborn Opera Co.is the society girl of Washington who

the coming week as one of the sex-

tette
willat Washington and appear

in "Florodors." Miss Sessions Is a daughter of Mrs. Benjamin
Reeves Russell, and made her debut in Washington society the past
season. She appeared In s, playlet written by Mrs. Barney and pro-

duced for charity, and made such a hit that she was approached by
managers with a proposition to go on the professional stage. In her
second week with the Aborn Co. Miss Sessions was startled when the
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"It Happened In Normana. one promimj - ,
from tights was promised and sne nas rejuinaa ui, .iur.u.

down to breakfast. He was very pale,
and his hand was thickly bandaged; but
he eaid "Good morning" quietly, as
thoiigh nothing had happened. During
the day a glazier called to fix the bath-
room door; evidently, he had telephoned
for one from his office. He made no men-

tion of It to me. That night, when he
.came home to dinner, I saw that his hand
had been dressed and skilfully bandaged.
He had been to a surgeon, then. Was the
cut deep? Can It be anything serious?
But I dared not ask him. I can see that
he has it bandaged fresh every day. Does
It pain him? My heart aches with pity
and anxiety; but I can say nothing.

November 3d.

"The relations of men and women can
never remain stationary. They must ei-

ther go forward or backward; there is no
resting place, no height that can be per-

manently held."
Is that true, or was It written, as .such

things usually are, only for literary ef-

fect? "

His love for her has It yet reached the
heights, that it must soon recede?

To what have I been
subdued that I could write that last se-
ntenceto imply that I was willing to wait
for his love of her to fcrane that he might
come back to me!

November 4th.
I remember long ago saying to Horace

that I had no special talent. Art. music,
literature, languages I had a superficial
aptitude for them all, but a real talent
for none.

And he answered tenderly: "Sweetheart,
you have the greatest of all talents a
wonderful talent for loving."

"A talent for loving!" Yes, I have had
that, and the saddest part of all is that I

have it still. "A talent for loving!" And
I am' a faded wife of 45, whose husband
loves another woman. "A talent for lov-

ing!" Horace, it Is breaking my heart.
Why did It not die within me when it
ceased to give you pleasure?

"A talent for loving!" Oh, it did'make
you happy once, Horace, Have you for-

gotten how often you held me in your
arms, murmuring that no other woman in

yie world could love so dearly, so tender,
ly, that no one else could have such quajnt
little ways of loving? Have you forgot-
ten the "whispering kisses" touching,
oh, so softly your hair and eyes with my
lips, or laying, my head on your shoulder
and Just sweeping your neck with my
eyelashes a little purring caress all my
own? And ah, so many tender, intimate
love-wa- have you (forgotten them,
Horace? Have you forgotten them all?

And when you came home tired, fretted,
and with a cruel headache, I would kneel
by the couch beside you, with my lips
pressed against your forehead, until 'my
very love would draw away the pain.
And you would fall asleep, often with
your arm clasped close around me, and
however cramped of numb I might be-

come. I would still kneel there, not mov-
ing for fear of waking you.

Will any other woman love you like
that, Horace? Will any other woman
give you so much? Oh, I am crying so
I cannot see to write.

November 5th..

If our child had lived! To have had it
with us every day. to know that life, was
there because we had loved! My child

and his a constant living reminder of all

that our love had meant, knowing that
out of it had grown all the Immortality

that life can give. Could any one have
ever come between us then?

November 6th.
I have been reading back through this

journal. Last April the 27th I wrote this:
"Once he knowe that I know, I would

have to leave hlra. If there is in me any
vestige of womanly pride, I could not con-

tinue to live with him and tacitly consent
to be dally dishonored."

And yet that is what I am doing now!
I am still living with him, though now he
knows that I know. And I have not the
strength to go awayl

November 7th.
I have become so nervous and unstrung

lately that I dread even to go out on the
streets alone. Today I was almost half
an hour trying to cross a crowded corner.
r-- o r rubs, trucks, recklessly driven auto
mobiles, and a crashing, deafening ele
vated overhead it all seemed to terrify
me. I stood on the curb afraid to cross.

At last a policeman came and walked over
beside me. When I reached home I was
weak from strained. Quivering nerves.
And a year ago I could dart fearlessly
across he most crowded street! I know
it... .Vila aamcA iinr.DKnnllir fpflr T nOW

Vhavo for the most trivial things is grow
ing upon me. When Horace came home x

wanted to cry out to him to stay with me.
to put his arms about me, to keep away
this haunting fear. I believe ifI could
oniy tell him If he knew he. would try
to help me he would not let this grow
upon me.

is ovemDer am.
This morning I awoke with such a

weight of despondency, of hopelessness,
fhnt T felt I could not meet another day.

The mere thought of bathing, of dressing.

of going through the necessary routine or

the day, bore UDon me as sometmng too
difficult of accomplishment.

The cold air from an open window was
blowing on me, but to cross the room and
put down the window seemed an effort
that would take more Initiative,, more
strength, more courage, than I had to
give.

Did any one ever turn hl face to the
wall and say: "I am through. The bur-

den of life is too heavy I will never take
it up again," and then He there until
death released them? And would the re-

lease come soon? This morning I felt if
only I could He there, that to me it would
come very soon, for my body seemed too
weak, too weary, to hold life within It
much longer.

November 9th.

I spend hours lately planning meetings

with her. Night after night I lie awake,
picturing what such an encounter would

be like. Sometimes I think of meeting

her on the street with him. What would

Wonders of Crystal Gazing
LL lands and all ages have their
stories of crystal gazing one ot
the most ancient and universal of

the methods of necromancy.
Recently there has been a sort of re-

vival of the cult .and those who have
seen Ethel Barrymore in "Her Sister"
will recall the fortune telling scene where
she uses the crystal ball. John Uri Lloyd

also introduced a crystal-gazin- g eP'd9
into his novel, "Stringtown on the Pike,
wherein ij Pressor

of her
a mtrror, mike's

Foxwellsv,i n-- nrpspnt and future.JLrew oca ma j'"- - a

Captain John G. Burke, of the United
States Army. In a monograph in one of
the reports of the Bureau of Ethnology,
states that the medicine men of the
Apaches use crystals as a means of lo-

cating lost or stolen property,
ponies. He says: "I made a friend of an
Apache medicine man by presenting him
with a large crystal of denticulated spar,
much than the one of whose mys-

tical properties he had just been boast-

ing to me. I cannot say how this prop-

erty" of the crystal is manifested. Na-a-ch- a.

the medicine man alluded to, could
give no explanation, except that by look-

ing into it no could see everything he
wanted to."

Arfdrew Lang says: 4 1 believe that
some crystal gazers are. somehow, en-

abled to 'see' things which are actual,
but of whlch-cry- stal gazing apart-th- ey

have, and can have no knowledge. I

have no conjecture as to 'how it is done,

but If it is done it upsets some extant
philosophies."

Soma remarkable tilings are reported as
being accomplished by the aid of the
crystal, and unless the thing Is done,
some persons of very high standing are
remarkable liars.

According to a reputable English occult
magazine, a woman in a English
village, while "seeing things" in a glass
of clear water, for the amusement of
some friends, saw some ships firing on a
fleet of fishing smacks. The next mall
brought fhe account of the Russian fleet
having fired on the British fishermen in
the North Sea, a
of late war between Japan and Rus--

S1Early in December, 1900. Mr. Foxwell,
a London stock broker, left his home
Thames-- DItton to go to his business In

the otty and never returned. The aid of
the police was sought; they made in-

quiries and came to the conclusion that
he went to America. As there was no
reason whatever why he should have left

WELL-KNOW-N TITLED AMERICAN WOMAN.
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LADY HESKETH,
Lady Hesketh Is one of the well-kno- titled American women In

London. She was Florence Emily, daughter of the late William Sharon,
who was one of the "forty-niners- " and at one time Senator from Nevada
Her husband. Sir Hesketh, is the seventh of his line.
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he do? Would he merely bow to me and
pass on, or would he stop and speak?
Would he introduce her and how?

Never in all these years have I seen my
husband with another woman. Could I
pass on proudly serene, or would I break
down in some emotional way?

Again and again I picture scenes-gha- stly

scenes in which I go to her
apartment, and there confront them both.
I have pictured him, white and stern,

Knnlnz- to her side and saying: "Why- -

have you come here? This is the woman
I love r shall never leave her."

Again, I have pictured him starting to
come toward me, when he saw me at the
door. And then she would come between
Us, throwing herself In his arms keeping
him from me.

The scenes are always different, but th
apartment I see Is always the same a
luxuriously furnished room with shaded
lights and burning gas-log- s. .1 always
picture her there in a soft white house-gow- n,

with Horace sitting near, reading
aloud or bending over her, talking ten-

derly, earnestly.
Is her apartment anything like I picture

it? The whole atmosphere of the room
and many of ita details seem so distinct.

How strange such imaginings are!
And why do I always think of her as

frail and delicate? Is It because I feel

that Is how her arpeal to Horace would

be strongest? Will I ever meet her? And
will It be in any of these ways?

I know that with all my heart I hopa

such a meeting will never occur; it would
only increase my suffering and degrada-
tion a hundred-fol- And yet I am always
planning, always picturing always living

"why must I torture myself so? Why
cannot I keep my mind from such things?

(To be continued.)

the country in a manner so mysterious,
fhls conclusion failed to satisfy his
friends. For weeks the mystery remained
unsolved. Finally the wife called upon a
crystal medium by the name of Van
Bourg. The woman did not tell the med-

ium who she was nor the object of her
visit, except that she wanted him to look
inf. otho crystal for her. He did so. and
the first thing he saw was tha body of
a man floating In the river. He described
the man's appearance minutely, and Mrs.
Foxwell that It was the body of

husband. Rapidly other pictures
Samuel formed in the cry.tal-t-he house In wWch

black the lived; a scene at Thames

especially

larger

popular

remote

episode
the

at

Thomas

declared

Ditton; the river and Us grassy banks
on either side. and. the spot where tha
....!,. --..an n h. fmmH whlph thA medium

said was about one mile from the house,
and he added that there appeared to be
a bruise on the head. The medium said
that the body would not be found until
January 31 at. about 6 P. M. almost a
month later. The body was found on
that date at 4:30 P. M., at the exact
place described and with the wound on
the head as seen In the crystal.

Remarkable also Is the case reported
as well authenticated of a traveler in
IDgypt who stopped to have his fortune
told by an Arab boy who has in his pos-

session one of those magic crystals. Th
boy described a room in Knzland In
which an old woman was dying. The
room ws one In the travelers home and
the woman was his mother. In due time
tha news came Informing the traveler of
the death of his mother and verified the
vision which the Arab boy saw In the
crystal.

An incident is related in Lane's "Mod-
ern Egyptians" on the, authority of the
British Consul-Genera- l, Mr. g

reason to believe that one of
hiG servants was a thlnf, Mr. Salt sent
for a celebrated Maghrabee magician
called a boy and poured Into the palm
of his right hand a little Ink, saying that
he would cause to appear the exact
Image of the person who had committed
the theft. Tha boy was commanded to
look steadfastly Into the Ink. The ma-
gician then burned some incense and
several bitu of "paper Inscribed with
charms and called for various objects to
appear in the Ink. The boy declared
that he saw these objects appear, and
last of all, the Image of the guilty per-
son, whoso stature, countenance and
dress he minutely described. The descrip-
tion was that of one of the laborers, who
was thereupon arrested upon suspicion,
and confessed that, he was tha thief.
Kansas City Star.

Germans Are Military Mad.
Moody's Magazine,

German railways are essentially mil-
itary In their character. They are part
of the scheme of national defense and
aggression and an arm of the military
power, dominated and controlled by the
general staff as much as any part of the
German military machine, and thus
their commercial and economic charac-
ter is only of secondary or Incidental
Importance. The Germans are military
marl, and everything they possess and
everything theydo takes on a bellicose
color. The result Is that a considerable
mileage since 1870-7- 1 has been con-

structed throughout the territory the
empire, but especially along the west-
ern frontier, solely for strategic or
military considerations, with almost no
regard to the probability of a success-
ful exploration from a commercial point
of view. For this reason a not Incon-
siderable part of the total mileage of
the empire Is more or' less worthless
from an American railway standpoint,
having been built principally to facili-
tate the rapid movement of troops In
the evant of war with France'. Great
and costly passenger stations have also
been constructed t various Junction-point- s

In the west, like Ptrasburg.
Frankfurt afl Metz, out of all propor-
tion to the size and traffic requirements
of the cities which they serve, with
train sheds and platforms Inordinately
long and broad, for the quick moblllza-tlo- n

of the army. There is everywhere
on the German railways evidences of a
military operation, which Is neither
pleasant to the passenger nor conducive
to the best results. It is an operation
by nartineta.

.The Womenfolks.
Pomervllle (Mas. Journal.
Polly's in the parlor,

rainty, freh and fair;
With tha iun excluded.

It's delightful there.

Molly's in the hammock.
In a shady nook,

fillet, cool, bewitching.
With a lovely book.

Dolly'i in the auto.
Whizzing up and down.

An Inspiring; picture
In tha dull old town.

Mother's In the kitchen,
Dolnr all the work

Come one hat to do It,
Mother doasn't shirk.
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